Bed of Soil by Przybysz, Madelene
The Prairie Light Review 
Volume 42 Number 2 Article 44 
Spring 5-1-2020 
Bed of Soil 
Madelene Przybysz 
College of DuPage 
Follow this and additional works at: https://dc.cod.edu/plr 
Recommended Citation 
Przybysz, Madelene (2020) "Bed of Soil," The Prairie Light Review: Vol. 42 : No. 2 , Article 44. 
Available at: https://dc.cod.edu/plr/vol42/iss2/44 
This Selection is brought to you for free and open access by the College Publications at DigitalCommons@COD. It 
has been accepted for inclusion in The Prairie Light Review by an authorized editor of DigitalCommons@COD. For 
more information, please contact orenick@cod.edu. 
Bed of Soil                                            Madelene Przybysz
Come find me here upon the ground
    With bones, hollow and breaking
 With a heart, crying and aching
 There is no use for standing.
 I am here 
 and 
 I am cold.
Gazing up but seeping through the cracks below.
Come find me here,
 Half old and decaying
 A hole in my ribcage 
 Where maggots grow
In the soft sweet soil, I make my bed
 Returning to the earth
 From where I began.
Come find me here upon this land
 Where nothing is lost, and nothing will end.
  For here I am,
  Here I will stay,
If you choose to look for me now,
Come find me here upon the living ground.  
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